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HNaBan sHanomMmuTucCb!

A - pnTada 36ipka “lpniHb - Min gim”.
Ha moix cTopiHkax it lpneHa posnosigatoTb Npo
CBOE pigHe MICTO: MpuUragytoTb yntobneHi Micus,
OINATbCA NePEXMBaAHHAMMU, AKi CTaANMCA 3 HAMMU NICNS
ntoToro 2022 poky, 3aXOnItoTbCA CBOIM MY>XHIM
MICTOM, MpPIitoTb NPO ManbyTHE 6e3 crupeH Ta BUBOyxiB,
NIOTPUMYIOTb TUX, XTO 3apa3 HE MOXe
MNOBEPHYTUCH JOLOMY.

FOHI ipniHYaHM NoZINMANCE 3i MHOK CBOIMW OUTAYUMMN
crioragamMu Npo CTPYHKI COCHU | WeniTnmei Nicn, Npo
3aTULLHI Napku i cAiB NTaxis, NPO pPiYKy Ta paBvKIB,
HabepexHy Ta 3MMOoBI ripkn. Moi CTOPiIHKM CMIOBHEHI

HIXXHOO NMOBOB’0 OiTen 40 pigHOro MicTa.
Y 3antobkm nofgintocb Hew 3 To6Oolto.

ABTopwU - OiTK lpneHs

Let’s get acquainted!

This is an anthology of writing by children from Irpin on
the theme “lrpin is my home”.

The children describe their hometown, remembering their
favourite places and their experience at the time of and
following the 24th February 2022 invasion. They write with
admiration for their courageous Hero City; of their dreams
of a future without sirens and explosions; and offer sup-
port for those who cannot as yet return home.

Many of the younger residents of Irpin share their child-
hood memories of slender pines and whispering forests,
of parks and singing birds, of the river and snails, the em-
bankment and winter slides. This book is full of the chil-
dren’s tender love for their hometown, which they gladly
offer to share with you.
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Kunpun Litonko, 5 pokie | Kyryl Tsiupko, 5 years old

My Irpin survived!

PaHok 24 nwoToro po3no4yaBcsa 3 BUOYXiB...

CnouyaTky MM Hikyanm He 36upanuca ixaTu, oCKinbku 607
BiabyBanucsa He B MiCcTi. Mum BBaxanu, WO UMBiNbHE HacCereHHA
He 6yayTb uinaTtu.

Ane Bxe BBeuepi 3BYyKM BUbByxiB 6yno uytum 6ina Ipnensa. Mwu
BUPIWMNWN NPONTU B YKPUTTHA, SAKE 3HAXOAWNOCA B TYPTOXKUTKY
NoaaTtkoBoi Akazemii. Tam 6yno 6araTto AiTen. HeBAOB3i BOHM
noyanu rpatTucsa y BiWHY 1 uUe Ayxe nakano.

04.03.2022 Henoganik 6yno BNy4YaHHA CHapAaay.

A noTim we pas...

05.03.2022 6yno NPUAHATO pilWeHHS BUITXAXATK.

Byno ctpawHo, 60 NOCTiNHO uMTanum B HOBWUHaAx npo obcTpin
eBaKyauinWHMX KonoH, abo noaen Ha Bok3ani. HaaBeuip mu
Aoixanun A0 piAHKX.

Y TpaBHi noBepHynucsa goaomy. Haw Aim uinuin, ane 6e3 BiKOH.
A 6yB paauin, wo nec, AKWUW XMB B Hawomy nia’i34i, BuUiniB.

The morning of 24th February began with explosions...

At first, we were not going to go anywhere, since the fighting was not in the city. We
thought that the civilian population would not be affected.

However, by the evening we could hear that the explosions were approaching Irpin.
We decided to shelter in the dormitory of the State Tax University. There were many
children. Soon they started playing war games and it was very frightening.

On the evening of 4th March a projectile hit nearby. And then another...

On 5th March we decided to leave.

It was scary, because we constantly read in the news about the shelling of evacuation
columns, or of people at the railway station. In the evening, we reached our relatives.
We returned home in May. Our house was intact, but without windows. | was glad that
the dog that lived in our apartment block entrance survived.






ApTtem NoBoatok, 9 pokiB (BipL Ta MantoHOK)
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nOBepHM MeHe, MaMO, B ANTUHCTBO

[loBepHW MeHe, MaMo, B AUTUHCTBO
Hepaneuko... Ha pik noBepHu.

3acniBan Xe MeHi KONMCKOoBY
B lpneHi... oe HemMae BivHW,

Ile cniBae 3paHHA CONoBENKO,
Tam ge paBnmku nicnsa goLyy.

NoBepHW MeHe, MamMOo, B OUTUHCTBO,
A Tebe Big BiiHK 3axmLLy!
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Take me back, mama, to my childhood.
Not far... Just a year.

Sing me a lullaby
In Irpin... where there is no war,

‘Where the nightingale sings,
- Where there are snails after rain.

Take me back, mama, to my childhood
| will protect you from war!




Sofia Abazina, 10 years old | Anastasia Dekhtiar, 6 years old (picture) ' : Zlata Dubeniuk, 8 years old

The wealth of Irpin ' Irpin
| miss Irpin, This lovely city is known throughout the world,
There have been many sad chapters for her, : lts fame is everywhere.
But we will forget them, In the days of war, it beat the enemy, as was right,

Because there are also songs and loud laughter! So that our people could live happily here.

Irpin has nice parks,

Gardens, kindergartens and young people. Wherever you look — in a park or a square,
- Greenery and flowers grow there, Beautiful buildings delight you.
And the children are not sad. Although badly mutilated by an evil fiend,
In Irpin there are also We still love them very much.
Forests, rivers and fountains,
And the main thing is ~ We will raise our native Irpin from the ruins,
The life, love and honour there. It will again be picturesque.

For me, it is the sweetest place on Earth
And it always calls to me.

Wherever | am, my heart aches to be here,
Where the dews and stars are the brightest,
And the forests sing with a hundred voices,
Because wonderful people live here.
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Matvei lvanoy, 9 years old | Katya Stratovych, 9 years old (picture) Oleksandr Dmytrenko, 16 years old
Irpin is my home!
To my hometown Irpin is my home,
Beautiful, sweet!
| love your wonderful beauty Irpin is a city full of goodness,
The quiet dewy dawns. Which stopped the movement towards evil.
| love to talk to you Az 2 It is a Hero City, a centre of hope!
In your dreamy splendour. - Centre of resistance and opposition
Praise and honour to you, Hero, - To the horde that can do nothing more here!
| compose songs for you. _T1 I . A Our desire is to stand up for dreams,

That will come true.
Add just a little action —
The city will stand, and life will be renewed!

Bloom in spring, be with me.
In these happy, peaceful days.
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1 g " Sofia Mitritsan, 13 years old
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. 3 A boy sits in a corner,
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e Tyt Repeats over and over again:
.
= | “Irpin, Irpin — kind, dear,
- :
hﬁ. - Full of sleepless nights.
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So much blood was spilled

And pathways lost...”

The boy sits quietly,

He opens the book of misfortune.
Not to forget,

But to remember.
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| was born in Donetsk. My mother told me that when | was four
months old the war started and we moved to Bucha.

And then the war came to us in our new home. | remember all
too clearly. It was very scary, because military planes flew over
our house and there was a very loud bang somewhere nearby.
We decided to leave...

Then we were told on the phone that our house had burned
down. My mother and | cried a lot.

| want to live in an Irpin without war.

Banepia Kopmunbuesa, 9 pokis | Valeriia Kormyltseva, 9 years old




Mapia Knnmenko, 14 pokis

lpniHb — MicTO-repow

lpniHb — MiCTO-repon, Mos YkpaiHa,
Tn — HavmMuniwa onga cepus Mpis.
TyT KOXEH KyTOK | KOXeH ByanHOK
[oBOpPWUTbL MPO cnagy, i MOABUT, | CUNY.

TBOI Bynuui — By30: 3irpiTux GOMOHb,

Ile TiHI oepeB BioA3epPKantolTb PaHoOK.

A B 04ax TBOIX NMNLLAPCbKWMIA LLas | BOrOHb,
| BUKNUK CTUXIIM — TBIV FOPOUIN CBITAHOK.
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lpniHb He3gonaHHWK, y TObI € cuna,
| xogHa 6iga Tebe He ckocuna.

Tn cBiTUwcS, HIBKM y TeMpsaBi 30pi,
CBoOix MaM’dTaEll CUHIB | JOHbOK.

lpniHb, y MEHI TBOI BynuLLi 1 CKBEpPMU,
| cepue 6'eTbecs 3 nobosi 4o Tebe.
T pyxom BeNUYHUW | MUNOCEepPOHNIA,

[Mnwaroch, Wo MU Nig ogHUM BiYHUM HEDOM.

Maria Klime
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nko, 14 years old

Irpin is a hero city

Irpin is a hero city, my Ukraine,

You are the sweetest dream for my heart.
Here, every corner and every house

Speaks of glory, achievement and strength.

Your streets are a knot of warm palms,

Where the shadows of trees reflect the morning.
And in your eyes there is knightly fire and fury,

And your proud dawn is a challenge to the elements.

Irpin, you are invincible; you have strength,
And no trouble has ever cut you down.
You shine like a star in the darkness.

You remember your sons and daughters.

Irpin, | have your streets and squares within me,

And my heart beats with love for you.
You are majestic and merciful in spirit.

| am proud that we are under the same eternal sky.
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Iryna Mykulska, 14 years old
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Irpin

Irpin is a place of pleasure.

It is a fairy tale in which there is no disagreement,

Where laughter and joy embrace,
And the sun talks to you.

In freedom’s eyes,

This place is a paradise,

Where there are forests, parks
And surprise adventures,

And every difficulty is small,
Soon overcome,

Resolved in an instant.

A siren sounds.
Five in the morning.
Bomb shelter.
Cellar.

Everyone is gathering somewhere,
And crying, saying: ‘The war has begun.

You run away.

You leave

Your native Irpin,

Which is filled with a wave of malice

And the desperate spirit of service and struggle.

And all those tears
That the storm washed away, like forests,
Houses and human lives.

No more pleasure.

Only eloquent speeches

About the soldiers who fought for their lives
And the ruins in which a small baby lies:

An angel who will not taste life,

Will not see Irpin.




Valeriia Kormyltseva, 9 years old (picture)

And the road with cars
Decorated with flowers.
A race not won by us.

March has already begun,
We said goodbye with hope.

Now this month presents a gift,
On which is written:

‘The occupiers left Irpin!

And the colours of real life
Showed us ‘Who | am’.
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MinaHa BosHeHko, 8 pokiB
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Min lpniHb

[lobpe nam’aTato TON XaxnnBMM OEHb Y MOEMY XUTTI.

24 ntotoro 2022 poky 9 NpoKUHYynacs gyXe LWacliMBoto.
HanepepnonHi 6yB oeHb MOro HapogxeHHs. Mosg ouTtayda KiMHaTa
HaragyBasia MeHI Ka3KoBY XaTUHKY MafieHbKOI MPUHLLEeCU —
KONbOPOBI KyNbkW, MOOaPYHKW, MOE POXEBE, HEMMOBIPHOI KpacK
nnaTTs.

| BCe ue wacnmee, onTa4e XnTTda obipBanocs B OAMH MOMEHT.
[lovanacsa BiHa...

Mosg kiMHaTa, Min BygMHOK, MO MUa TrXa BYINYKa, Mil
pPigHUM lpniHb — yCce e MU WBMAOKO 3anuwanm nig CTpaLwlHi
3BYKM BUOYXIB Ta NOCTIMHUX OBCTpPINIB.

[NMoTiMm ByB OOVH OOBrMM OEeHb TPMBOMM Ta O4YiKyBaHHS.
Tinbkn [o6pi, ane Taki CyMHI MaMWHI OYi Ta NOCTINHI HIXHI
0BINMU pATYBanuM MeHe.

BniTky Mmn noBepHynuca gogomy. XoTinocs nnakaTu Big,
nobadveHoro HaBkpyru. BinHa 3anuwmna cBiv Xaxaneui cnig
Ha BygunHKax, NapkaHax, Loporax, MallnHax Ta gepeBax.

MeHi 6yno xanko, Wo Take X0 CTanocs 3 MOEK MasieHbKOO
6aTbKIBLLMHOK, MOIM AOPOrMM MICTOM.

Ane 3 KOXHUM gHeM Halw lpniHb 3MiHIOBaBCH, NigHIMaBCcS,
BigHOBMNOBaBCH.

Milana Voznenko, 8 years old

My Irpin =

| well remmember that terrible day in my life.

On 24th February 2022, | woke up very happy. It was the day
after my birthday. My bedroom reminded me of a fairy-tale
house of a little princess — coloured balls, gifts, my pink dress
of incredible beauty.

And all this happy childhood life ended in one moment. The
war began...

My room, my house, my sweet, quiet street, my native Irpin —
we hurriedly left all this to the terrible sounds of explosions and
constant shelling.

And then there was one long day of anxiety and waiting. Only
kind, but such sad, mother’s eyes and constant warm hugs
saved me.

We returned home in the summer. | wanted to cry from what
| saw around me. The war had left its terrible mark on houses,
fences, roads, cars and trees. | was sorry that such a disaster
happened to my small homeland, my beloved city.

But every day our Irpin changed, rose, was recovering.
People did and are doing everything to restore normal life for
all residents. So my school is being rebuilt. | imagine how we
will all meet in September — in our class!
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Cawa boHpapeHko, 7 pokiB (MantoHOK) : Sasha.Bondarenko, 7 years old (picture)

Jlropn pobunu i pobnatb BCe A4ng TOro, Wwob noBepHyTU | Mum says | have grown up. | don’t enjoy toys as much as | did
HOpPMasibHE XUTTA ON9 BCiX MelwkaHLuiB. Ocb i niLen min before; I'm just thinking about something else entirely.
BiAOYOOBYIOTb. YIBAKAIO, 9K MU YCi 3yCTPIHEMOCS Yy BEPECHI, B We all have the same dream now. For the New Year and my
HawoMmy pigHomy knacil birthday, | made one wish, and | repeat it every day when | go

Mawma kaxe, Wwo g nogopocniwana, He Tak pagito irpawkam. _ to bed: “victory, peace, harmony to my dear Ukraine, my native
[1lpocTo 9 Aymato ,30BCIM NpO iHLUE. : Irpin, my best family, to everyone!”

Mpisa sapa3s y Bcix Hac ogHa. Ha HoBwu pik Ta cBi oeHb :
HapOOXeHHs 9 3aragana ogHe 6axaHHS | MOBTOPIOK NOIro ,

LLLOOHS, KOMU Narato cnatu: NepemMoru, Mmpy, 3narogu Moim
00pOorin YkpaiHi, MOEMY pigHOMY |[pneHto, MOI HarKpaLLi
POAMUHI, YCIM | KOXHOMY!
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Ukraine is our home!

Lisa Golenia, 10 years old
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